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February 24, 1183 


"Last thing | remember?" 
"That's correct, Mr. Mustaine. What is the last thing you remember clearly before you woke up?" 


Other than peace and fucking quiet? l'm tempted to say. Seriously. This asshole psychiatrist has done nothing 
but ask question after question since he walked into the room. | would have thought he would stop and give me 
a break by now, considering | got every answer wrong except my name, but no. He reminds me of that teacher 
| had in fifth grade. The one who kept letting me embarrass myself out loud even though he knew | hadn't read 
the assignment. Maybe if | shrug my shoulders or say "I don't know," like | finally learned to do in school, he'll 


give up and go hassle another patient. Buy me some time to figure out what the hell is going on 

"Mr. Mustaine?" 

"Can you shut that off?" | ask, pointing to the heart monitor. "I can't even hear myself think." 

He reaches up and flicks a switch. "Is that better?" 

| don't know that | would use that word. All| have now are the same nightmare visions without the sound. The 
paramedic charging the defibrillator, mouthing the word CLEAR before pressing the paddles to my bare chest. 
Junior screaming my name silently while a policeman struggles to hold him back. An empty pill bottle spinning 
across the floor, knocked aside by the stretcher's wheel as | am rushed to a nearby ambulance. Red and blue 
lights flashing in the darkness. Then nothing. It's like somebody hit the mute button on a bad TV movie and 
then decided just to turn the damn thing off. 

"I think | had an out of body experience." 

The doctor raises an eyebrow. 

"Or a dream," | continue. "Because that's all an out of body experience is, right? A dream?" 

"That's certainly one possibility.’ 

"Your soul can't go floating around if you don't have one." 

"Are you saying you don't have a soul?" 


"No..well, yeah, because there's no such thing. Least | don't think so." 


‘| see." He scribbles something on the clipboard in his hand. "So this dream is the last thing you remember 


clearly." 

"The last thing | remember clearly is swallowing about three dozen Valium. The dream obviously came after." 
"And what happened in this dream?" 

"Usual Hollywood shit. I'm laying on the floor. There's puke all over my face. My boyfr--| mean, my bass 
player--he's freaking out, trying to do mouth-to-mouth with the fucking telephone in one hand. They shock me 
back to life and shove me in an ambulance, and that's it. That's all | remember before | woke up here." 


"You were seeing all this from outside your own body?" 


| catch myself before | can make a smartass retort. "Yeah. Why, is that weird?" 


"Not necessarily," he replies. "There are many documented cases of near death experiences. What I'm more 


concerned about right now are the disorientation and memory loss." 
‘Isn't that what happens when you swallow a bottle of Valium?" 
"Assuming you survive? Yes, but--" 


"Well, there you go. That's probably why | got the date wrong and why | thought | was at home in Los Angeles 


instead of San Francisco for whatever reason" 

"Mr. Mustaine--" 

"Why am | in San Francisco, by the way?" 

The doctor sighs. "Thats what I'm trying to tell you." 

"Was that our last gig after Eugene Oregon?" 

"Mr. Mustaine, you were in San Francisco because you live here. This is your home." 


| laugh. Or rather, | hiss, because that's the closest thing to laughter my dried-up throat can produce. "Are 
you fucking with me?" 


"Why do you think | would do that?" he asks calmly. 


"| dunno, maybe because that's what shrinks do. They like to mess with people's heads. Try to make them feel 
helpless and confused." 


"Again, why do you think | would do that?" 
"My guess? So you can have an excuse to lock me up and pump me full of drugs." 


He scribbles something else on the clipboard. I'm willing to bet that whatever he wrote includes the word 
paranoid And why shouldn't | be? Who in their right mind wouldn't be paranoid right now? 


"Let me assure you that the last thing | would do for any reason, financial or otherwise, is deliberately deceive 
a patient. That would be both dangerous and unethical." 


Damn right it would be dangerous, Doc. Dangerous for you. Ive broken other men's bones for lesser insults than 


this 


"Fine," | say instead. "So there's been a mistake. Just check my driver's license and you'll see." 


| have. There's a copy of your license right here in your chart, which | would be more than happy to show-~' 


| push the chart away. "Where's my wallet?" 

"Over there in the closet, with the rest of your belongings.” 

Bring it here. | want to see the real thing, not some doctored-up bullshit photocopy.” 

"Fair enough." 

Sigmund Fraud walks over to the closet and returns with my wallet. | snatch it out of his hand before he can 
go rifling through--not that he hasn't already, obviously. Someone has. My photograph of Junior is missing. 
Either it fell out somewhere along the way, or they removed it deliberately for whatever reason. | know 
better than to bother asking. | have far bigger problems right now. 

"What the fuck is this?" 


"Your driver's license." 


"No." | fling the card away, only for it to ricochet off the footboard and land in my lap. "| don't know whose 
address that is, but it's sure as hell NOT where | live." 


"Then where do you live?" 
"Los Angeles. El-Fucking-Al" 


"Please calm down, Mr. Mustaine. There's really no reason to shout and you're only going to aggravate your 


throat if you do." 


Too late for that. My throat feels like | swallowed a sandpaper taco and | can only assume its because they 
had to shove a tube down there to pump my stomach. 


"Where's my boyfr--" | clench my fists in frustration, "--my bass player. My fucking bass player. Where is 


he?" 
"I believe he's somewhere down in the cafeteria with the rest of your band" 
"Great. Go get him. He can tell you where | really live." 


"l'm not sure thats--" 


"What? A good idea?" 


In all honesty, I'm not sure either. Especially considering that | was fighting with Junior all day before | 
swallowed the Valium. Even if the doctor doesn’t know by now why | tried to kill myself, Junior certainly does. | 
left the note right beside me. He's the first person who would have seen it. 


Maybe that's what this is all about. Maybe it's some kind of elaborate plan on Junior's part to scare me for 
what | put him through. If so, good job. Point taken. Mission fucking accomplished. 


"No," the doctor says. "| was going to say, | don't think that would be much consolation. He's only going to 
confirm the information on that card." 


"Get him anyway.” 


The doctor nods wearily and steps out into the hall. | can see him whispering something to the nurse, who 
hurries off instead. So much for my hopes of being left alone. 


"In the meantime," | continue, "why don't you answer a few questions for me?" 
"Seems that I've been answering quite a few, but all right" 


Any other time, | would appreciate that welcome hint of sarcasm--hearing him talk like an emotionless robot is 


getting pretty old--but right now | don't even care. | just want the truth. 
"How long have | been here?" 

"Three days, almost! 

At least that explains why | got the date wrong, 

"Why so lorg?" 

"You were in a chemically-induced coma for most of that time" 

"No shit" 

The doctor raises his eyebrow. "So you're aware of that?" 

"Aware of if? Im the one who fucking put myself in it 

"By supposedly swallowing the Valium, you mean?" 


"No ‘supposedly’ about it, Doc. Thats what | did." 


He gives me that same maddeningly vague stare. 

"Go ahead, check the chart,” | insist. "I'm sure it says | had Valium in my system." 

"Indeed it does--but only because we administered it ourselves." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"You were given benzodiazepines upon your arrival to counteract the effects of the cocaine overdose." 
"Cocaine?" 

He nods. 


“There's no fucking way! | haven't done cocaine in almost--well, never mind how long, but | sure as shit wasn't 


doing it three days ago." 

"And yet here it is on the tox screen” 

He hands me a piece of paper that may as well be printed in Chinese. At first, all | see are a bunch of random 
numbers and weird chemical names and some handwritten notes that look more like the scratchings of an 
epileptic chicken. Then he points to a single damning word. 

‘Its gotta be a mistake," | insist. "Maybe my blood got switched with someone else's blood or. don't know, one 
of your lab people contaminated the sample. Or one of the doctors. I've seen the news. | know you people do 
blow so you can stay up all night" 


"You're thinking of amphetamines." 


"Whatever. | want a second opinion, and if it comes back negative for coke, l'm suing this hospital for 


malpractice. Bunch of hypocrites." 

"Before you do anything, | think you should have a look at the intake report." 

"How ‘bout you spare me the headache?" 

"Very well" The doctor tucks the clipboard under his arm. "You were admitted with a core body temperature 
of a hundred and five. That's down from the initial reading of a hundred and eight taken in the ambulance. You 
were suffering from febrile seizures and ventricular tachycardia. You went into cardiac arrest twice--once 


while rescue was still enroute and again in the emergency room. Shall | go on?" 


"As long as you get to the point 


"My point is that those are all symptoms of a cocaine overdose. If you don't believe me, you can ask any 
doctor, nurse, or technician in this hospital and they'll tell you the same thing.” 


| close my eyes and rub my temples, which have begun to thump and throb as if on command. So much for 


sparing me a headache. 
"If that's true, how come | don't remember any of it?" 


The doctor gives me the first truly sympathetic look I've seen today. Instead of comfort, | feel a chill creep 
over my body. Whatever he's about to tell me is obviously not good news. 


"Now l'm not a neurologist..." 

"Brain damage," | blurt out. "You think | have fucking brain damage. ls that what you're saying?" 
‘Cognitive impairment is a very distinct possibility.’ 

The electronic spikes on the heart monitor suddenly grow tighter and sharper. 

"Does that mean yes?" 


| wait for him to stall me with more medical jargon rather than admit the truth. Part of me is hoping he will. | 


don't know if | can deal with-- 
"Yes," he nods. 
My breath comes out in a ragged sigh. "Fuck." 


"We won't know the extent of the damage until you undergo a CAT scan. Until then, | would encourage you to 


remain optimistic." 


"Optimistic?" | stare first out the window at the Golden Gate Bridge in the distance, then at the address on my 


driver's license, then back at the doctor himself. "Is that some kind of joke?" 

"Easier said than done, | realize. But you have to understand the severity of your symptoms." 

"You mean this fucking amnesia or whatever the hell it is?" 

‘| mean the symptoms of your overdose,” he explains. "Your body temperature was ten degrees above normal. 
Ten degrees. Your brain was essentially cooking inside your skull, to say nothing of your other internal organs. 


Its a miracle that you didn't have a heart attack and that your kidneys are still functioning. Frankly, it's a 


miracle that you survived at all. Fevers above one-oh-six are very often fatal. Yours was--" 


"One-oh-eight," | mutter. 


"Exactly. And yet here you are: fully conscious, able to speak and understand clearly, with no evidence of organ 


damage or lingering physiological impairment.” 
"You're saying | got off easy?" 
"Compared to the likelier possibilities, yes." 


"So what? | should be grateful that | can't remember where | really live or what | really took and whatever 


else | don't even know l'm forgetting?" 

He shakes his head. "I can't tell you how you should feel." 

"But isn't that what shrinks do?" 

| can assure you that your frustration is very understandable and very normal.” 

"Ah, there we go." | laugh bitterly. "Patronizing the patient. That # what shrinks do." 

"The same goes for hostility," he adds. 

"Look, I'm sorry, okay? | know you're just doing your job." 

"| don't enjoy giving difficult news any more than my patients enjoy hearing it." 

Poor you, | almost say. /m the one whose brain is cooked and cant remember shit. Youre the one who gets to go 
home to the family and the house and the life you've always known | don't know what the fuck | have to go home 
fo now. But go ahead, pretend you have it just as bad 

"So when can | get my CAT scan?" 

"ll have to check with your attending physician" 

"You're not my--?" 

"No. I'm a clinical psychologist" 


"You here to commit me?" 


"This is just a routine evaluation," he explains. "Right now, the focus is solely on your physical recovery. 


Monitoring your vital signs. Keeping you stable until we can determine the extent of the damage." 


"Then what?" 

| have no way of knowing that until--" 

"You figure out how fucked up | really am." 

The doctor smiles. "In a manner of speaking." 

"Great. Guess I'll just hurry up and wait" 

As if on cue, his pager vibrates. 

"Looks like they need me up on seven 

"Is that the psych ward?" 

He nods. "Will you be all right by yourself in the meantime?" 
| won't do anything stupid, if thats what you mean" 
"The nurses’ station is right outside the door.." 

So don't even think about running, Dave. 

"just push the call button if you need anything." 
"Got it" 

"Good. I'll be back as soon as | can" 

Take your time. Im obviously not going anywhere. 

"Hey Doc?" 

He stops halfway out the door. "Yes, Mr. Mustaine?" 
"What was your name again?" 

"Dr. Ambrose." 

"Right. | remember now." Which is a lie--I was either too out of it or not paying attention when he told me the 


first time. There is something familiar about him, though. Something about his voice. It has to be his voice 


since | sure as hell have never seen that face before. 


Or have I? Apparently there are all kinds of things Im mis-remembering, 

"Fuck," | whisper. 

"Are you all right?" 

"Yeah, just.tired. Feel like shit! 

"Well, try and get some rest" Dr. Ambrose says. "I'l be back to check on you when l'm done.” 


The door clicks shut. | rub my heavy eyes, afraid to fall asleep and into that same nightmare all over again. 
Even awake | can see it clearly in my mind The empty pill bottle. The vomit in my hair. Junior's mouth 
contorted in an anguished scream. Worse yet, | can hear it. | can hear him. He presses his lips to the inside of 


my skull and shouts my name into the void. 
DAAAAAAA VE! Wake up! 
| grab the remote and flick the TV on, desperate for any sound but the ones inside my head. 


CNN is the first channel to come up. Perfect. | can see how much of the real world matches up with what | 
remember. Except that they happen to be reporting on the Columbian Cartel and pictures of cocaine are 
probably the last thing | need to see right now. | click the button again. A soap opera. Click. Another soap opera, 
this one in Spanish. Click. Gardening show. Click. Gospel channel. Click. 


Oh yeah, here we go. MTV News. 


"just been reported that Metallica will be cancelling the five-night Mexico City portion of their Nowhere Else 


to Roam Tour after." 
Click. 
Weather Channel it is. 


| toss the remote aside, more than happy to listen to the forecaster drone on about frontal systems and 
rainfall averages even though part of me is morbidly curious what happened to Metallica this time. Hetfield 
catch himself on fire again? Stage collapse? Equipment theft? Maybe Lars or Kirk finally got busted for 
cocaine possession. They're the ones who were heavy into that shit. Not me. All| ever did were a couple of 
lines here and there. If | really did manage to overdose, it was probably because somebody gave me a batch 
cut with fuck-knows-what. | wouldn't just snort until my heart gave out. | know better than that. | always did 


have more control than people give me credit for. 


There's a knock at the door. | press the mute button as the nurse sticks her head inside. 


"Excuse me, Mr. Mustaine?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Your bass player is here." 

"Shit" | completely forgot that | asked for Junior and now | don't know if I'm ready to face him yet. 

"He says he can come back later if you want." 

| turn my face to the window and swallow hard. 

"No, that's okay. Let him in" 

| hear a few murmured thanks before the door clicks shut again and footsteps cross the room. They sound 
different than | remember. Slower. More hesitant. Probably a good reason for that, | remind myself. | did 
almost kill myself in front of Junior whether it was intentional or not. 

"Dave..2" 

My heart seizes. 

No. 


That's not the right voice. That's not-- 


Junior, | try to say, but the word freezes in my throat as | turn my head at last. My visitor stops dead in his 


tracks. He must have seen the shock in my eyes. 
"Newsted?" 
"Hey, Dave." 


"What the fuck are YOU doing here?" 


To be continued. 
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"Are you deaf, Newsted? | said--" 

"| heard you." 

"Then why don't you answer me?" 

He shakes his head, staring down at the floor like a kid who's been caught in a lie and is now weighing the 
consequences of telling the truth or simply running away. | should know. I've been there and done both more 
times than | can count. Part of me almost feels sorry for him--the part of me that realized as soon as he 
walked in the room what must be going on But | can't get ahead of myself just yet. | have to hear it from 
Newsted first. 

"Come on. It's a simple fucking question" 

"What am | doing here?" 

| can't even accuse him of playing dumb because | know genuine confusion when | see it. 

At least | think | do. 

"Just spare me the bullshit, okay? I'm having a hard enough time as it is." 

Newsted's eyes finally meet mine. He looks as if he'd be more comfortable staring directly into the sun 
"You asked for me." 

"No | didn't." 

"Yes you did,” he insists. "Don't you remember?" 


"Listen, my long-term memory might be fucked, but | know for a fact that--" 


"You asked for your bass player." 


The breath escapes my mouth. | can't tell whether it's a laugh or a sigh of relief, because there is nothing 


remotely funny or comforting about the only obvious explanation 

"Right," | finally say. "And the nurse brought you 

Newsted nods 

"So was that an honest mistake on her part, or did someone put you up to this?" 


"What?" 


| resist the temptation to roll my eyes. "Did the nurse go up to the first band she saw and ask ‘which one of 
you is the bass player? or did you specifically tell her that's who you were?" 


"Dave, | don't understand! 

"Jesus Christ" | rub my forehead. "Here, let me dumb it down for you." 
"Yes," he finally says. 

"Yes what?" 

"She asked which one of us was the bass player and | told her it was me. 
"Thank you. Now we're getting somewhere" 

Newsted sighs. "Can | sit down?" 


"Sure," | mutter--only to shove him away when he tries to park his ass on the foot of the bed. "Not there. 
You can use the chair next to the window." 


"lm sorry.” 
"Who else is here with you?" 


His lips purse in the shape of another what? until he sees the impatience on my face and thinks better. "The 


rest of the band." 
"That it?" 
"A handful of security people, and a couple guys from management. But yeah. That's it" 


"So just you, James, and Lars" 


"Who else were you expecting?" 

"Oh, | dont know.my own fucking band maybe" 

He frowns 

"Did they ask you guys to come or did you show up on your own?" 


"Dave, |--" Newsted digs his fingernails into the seat of the chair and shakes his head. "They who? Who are 
you talking about?" 


"You honestly don't know?" 

"That's why l'm asking." 

| narrow my eyes. “You're either a good liar or you're even stupider than you look." 

The momentary pleasure | feel from his pained expression is replaced just as quickly with the familiar dull 
throb of a headache. Guess that's what | get for being an asshole. A brain-damaged invalid asshole, but an 
asshole nonetheless. 


"Dave, listen. l'm not--" 


| put up my hand. "I get it, okay? This wasn't your idea. You're obviously going along with whatever they told 
you to do because..well, that's just the way it works." 


"Hts not like that! 

"You don't have to pretend. Everyone knows you're Metallica's little bitch" 

"Dave" 

"Maybe not literally, although that wouldn't surprise me either. But | know how those fuckers are. It's their 
way or the highway. You either do what they tell you or they take everything you've worked for and give you 


nothing but a bus ticket in return. That's the only reason | haven't kicked your ass out of the room. Yet" 


Newsted stares out the window. | wonder if he's wishing he could escape or just trying to hide the tears in his 


eyes. Maybe | should call security. Put the pitiful little shit out of his misery. 
"This is even worse than | expected," he whispers. 


"No, this is me being nice. Especially considering the circumstances." 


He shakes his head. "The doctor said it was bad, but | never thought you would--" 

‘Im giving you the benefit of the doubt" 

"And that's what l'm trying to do too, Dave." 

"Then tell me the truth." 

‘| am." 

"Was this whole thing James’ idea?" 

"What thing?" 

Fuck. It's like talking to a kindergartner, the way he keeps blinking at me and asking the same asinine questions 
over and over. Or like someone with brain damage. At least | have a predictable reason for my memory loss. 
Newsted has never fried himself on drugs or been kicked in the head that I'm aware of--although he's 


seriously tempting me to do the latter. 


"This thing!" | stab my finger repeatedly against the mattress. "You guys showing up at the hospital when 


you're supposed to be in fucking Mexico or whatever." 
"We're here because you're here." 
"No shit, Sherlock." 


"You almost died, Dave! Why the hell would we go to Mexico or anywhere else in the world while you're still in 


intensive care?" 

"Will you stop answering questions with questions? You're worse than that goddamn shrink." 

Newsted's mouth hangs open in disbelief. It would be a welcome silence if | weren't still waiting on an answer. 
"Well?" 

"James was the first one to come." 

"Not what | was asking, but okay. At least we're back on topic." 

"The rest of us came as soon as we heard," he continues. 


"When you heard about the overdose, you mean?" 


"Yeah." 
"James was the one who told you?" 
"Who else would--" he catches himself, thankfully. "Yes. It was James." 


"Figured." | feel a bitter smile tug at the corners of my lips until | realize that still doesn't answer the bigger 
questions. Like who told James. And where the fuck Junior is in all of this. "So where is he?" 


"| don't know. Probably back in the waiting room by now." 

"Lemme guess." | lean toward him, elbows on knees, eyes narrowed in disgust despite my best effort otherwise. 
"James flew all the way to California to bask in the glory of my latest fuckup only to realize he was too 
chicken shit to actually come in and gloat to my face. Is that it?" 

"No." 

"C'mon, Newsted. You don't have to cover his ass in here." 

"lim not," he insists. "Where is this even coming from?" 

"Where do you think?" 

"Look, | don't know what's wrong with your head, but you have to know better than that! James is fucking 
devastated right now. He's barely said a word since it happened. The only reason he didn't come in here with 


me is because he wasn't sure if you were ready to see him yet" 


| laugh. This time, instead of a hiss, it comes out like the screech of rusted metal. Newsted shrinks back in his 


chair. 
"Oh, l'm ready to see him all right. Him and Junior both." 
"Junior?" 


"Yeah, Junior. | don't care about the rest of the band right now, but he better nut up and get his ass to the 
hospital if he hasn't already. Enough of this guilt trip bullshit" 


"Dave..who's Junior?" 
"Are you fucking kidding me?" 


"No. Who are you talking about?" 


| throw my hands up in exasperation. "David Ellefson, asshole. Junior is his nickname. Everyone in the business 


knows that!" 

"What does David Ellefson have to do with anything?" 

The laugh catches in my throat, freezing instantly and sending sharp icicles of panic through my chest. 
"He's my bass player--" 

"What? 

"--and my boyfriend. He's my fucking boyfriend. He's the one who should be here right now, not you." 
Newsted looks like he's seen a ghost. 

"Time to drop the charade," | continue, struggling to steel my trembling voice. "I know he's behind this whole 
thing with the driver's license. He probably paid the doctor to go along with it. Scare me straight and all that 
shit. Well, congratulations. Its working." 

"Dave, please.." 

"Are Nick and Marty in on the joke, or is it just you guys?" 

He stares at me through red-rimmed eyes before pushing himself up from the chair. 

"Where are you going?" 


"To get the doctor." 


"Oh, no." | grab the sleeve of Newsted's sweatshirt and yank him back toward the bed. "We're not done talking 
yet." 


"Let me go." 

"You haven't answered my question" 

"| don't even know who those people are!" 
"Liar. You obviously know David Ellefson." 


"Yeah, but..Dave, he's not your boyfriend." 


"Not after this he isn't" 
"He never was." 


"Fuck you." | shove Newsted away and reach instead for the IV in the crook of my arm. "What are you gonna 


tell the doctor? Huh? That I'm delusional? That I'm the one making shit up and saying all kinds of crazy things?" 
"Dave, stop." 


| pick frantically at the strips of tape. "Maybe that was his plan all along. Make me think I'm losing my mind so 


he has an excuse to lock me up. Get me clean. Show me who's really in control." 

"Its not like that." 

"What, then? Have me committed so that he can void the contract and replace me with someone else?" | rip 
the needle from my vein and fling the tubing aside. "Yeah, that would be the perfect way to punish me. Kick 
me out of my own goddamn band all over again" 

"You know James would never--" 

"I am not talking about fucking Hetfield!" 

"Then who?" 

Rage rolls through me like the tide. | grit my teeth and clench my fist, forcing a fresh trickle of blood from 
the hole in my arm. Newsted is lucky that I'm too weak and too drugged up with whatever poison was in that 
IV to do anything more with my knuckles right now. Otherwise he would be the one needing a doctor. 

"Dave, what exactly do you think is going on?" 

"I just told you, asshole, and | really don't feel like repeating myself." 

"You've never even met David Ellefson" 

The waves on the heart monitor sharpen like knives. AIl | can hear in the silence that follows is the lunatic 
drumbeat of my pulse beating louder and louder in my ears. All| can feel is the reverb rattling every bone 
and nerve in my body. All | can see in my mind is Junior, standing motionless amid the noise. | close my eyes 
only for him to disappear into the darkness. 


"Liar." 


‘lm not lying. You just don't remember." 


"Where is he?" 

"Dave--" 

"God damn it, where is he?" 

"Los Angeles." 

"Thought so." | take a deep breath and open my eyes. "Now call him." 
"What?" 

"You heard me. Pick up that phone and call him right now." 

Newsted drags his palms across his scalp. "I don't have his number." 
"Then find it." 

"Dave, you don't understand. | haven't talked to Fallen Angel in almost two years." 
My pulse goes silent. The drumsticks clatter to the floor in my mind. 
Fallen Angel? 


"Not since the opening gig fell through," Newsted goes on. "We meant to stay in touch, but once the tour 
began--" 


"Did you say Fallen Angel?" 

"Yeah, Fallen Angel. David Ellefson's band" 
"You mean Megadeth" 

"No, | mean Fall-~" 

"There is no Fallen Angell" 

"Dave..you're confused" 


"Shut up," | hiss. "Just fucking listen to me for a second. | might have a couple of wires crossed, but there is 


no way | would forget the name of my own fucking band." 


Newsted's eyes widen, but thankfully he keeps his mouth closed. 


Fallen Angel was one of the names Junior came up with when we were trying to figure out what to call the 
band. | told him | didn't like it. Too weak Too generic. We crossed it off the list and never mentioned it again. So 
unless he's already fired me and renamed the band--and | doubt he could legally do that in just three days-- 
l'm going to assume this is all part of some sick joke." 

"Dave." 

"| said shut up." 


"This isn't a joke." 


Bile seeps into the back of my mouth. | can feel my hands trembling and shove them under the blanket in the 
futile hope that Newsted won't see. 


"You're damn right it's not a joke. 

"Im getting the doctor" 

"He's up in the psych ward with the actual crazy people. If you get anybody, it better be Junior. 
"David will only tell you the same thing’ 


| turn my eyes to the TV where footage of a tornado churns across the screen, thick and roiling and spitting 


debris from the depths of its blackened bowels. 


Call him anyway," | mutter. "If I'm being kicked out of Megadeth, | want to hear it from him. Face to face. He 


owes me that much after everything we've been through: 
"Im trying to tell you-~" 

"Fuck Even James had more decency than this’ 

"--there is no Megadeth” 

"Not without me, there isnt” 

"There never was." 


Something shatters on the floor. It must be the remote control, but it sounds more like a slap to the face and 


| swear my skin tingles as though I've just been hit. 


"What the fuck are you saying?" 


Newsted takes a long deep breath. "You only ever had one band" 
"No." 

"Since 98. That's when you joined Metallica’ 

"You're wrong. 

"Don't you at least remember that?" 


| shake my head. Not in denial but because my entire body is trembling now, wracked with a chill that seems 
to be bleeding through my pores. 


"They threw me out..back in '83.." 


"No they didn't," Newsted explains. "They were going to, yeah, but James changed his mind when you got to the 
bus station" 


Its not true." My teeth are chattering so loud that | can barely hear the words. "He threw me away like a 


piece of trash..no warning..no second chance.." 

"He changed his mind" 

"sent me to California.that's where | met Junior..." 
"No" 

"YES!" 

"Dave, listen." 

| clap my hands over my ears. 

"We are your band." 

"No..you're a fucking liar. You're all a bunch of fucking liars!" 
| swear to you." 

"Get out" 


"Dave--" 


"GET OUT!" | throw the pitcher of water as hard as | can and watch it burst against Newsted's chest. "Get the 


fuck out! Leave me the fuck alone!" 
He bolts from the room without another word. 


The second the door clicks shut, | shove the blanket aside and hike up the bottom of my gown. They have me 
in a diaper--a fucking baby dlaper--which | tear away only to find a catheter threaded up the end of my dick. 
My stomach heaves. | swallow back the bile, hold my breath, and yank the tube as hard as | can. | expect a 
torrent of blood. | expect excruciating pain. Instead, | feel nothing as the catheter pops free but the relentless 
pounding of my heart. It beats like a fist against my sternum, demanding escape, demanding to be freed from 
its cage. | peel the electrodes from my chest and feel a sick satisfaction when the line on the monitor goes 


flat. 

"Fuck you," | whisper. "Better off dead than in here." 

Better off dead than in Metallica, echoes my mind. 

| make it less than three staggering steps before | step in something slippery and cold and remember the ice 
water | threw across the room. By then it's too late. My feet fly out from under me. The ceiling swoops past 
like the sky from a roller coaster. The last thing | hear before the back of my skull strikes the floor is the 


sound of the door swinging open. 


The last thing | see before the world fades to black is James rushing toward me. 


To be contined. 


